stopped. The tower was settling down and taking down the adjoining por-
tions of the Luilding.
I noticed a great change in him. He spoke bitterly of Sullivan, who had
published the Guarantee Building with Adler's name deleted from the
plans.
'But for me, Wright, there would have been no Guarantee Building!'
'Yes/ I said. 'But I am sure the omission was not Mr. Sullivan's fault,
Probably the publisher's. Why don't you make sure?'
Tm sure enough,' he said.
I tried him out concerning Sullivan. I told him there was such general
disappointment over the separation—believed they needed each other—
and if ever two men did, they did—had done such great work together—-
the depression couldn't last. And many other private arguments for resum-
ing the old relationship.
. 'No, Wright,' thrusting out his bearded chin in characteristic fashion,
el am going to keep my office in my hat so far as I can—there's nothing in
the big office with big rent and a big salary list. I'll do the few buildings I
can do, and instead of earning $50,000, keeping $1000—I'll earn, by my-
self, $5000 and keep $2000.'
Looking at me sharply under his honest, shaggy eyebrows: 'Take this
from me, do you do the same, Wright.'
'No architect on that individual basis ever needs a partner,' he added.
I saw something that had lived between the two men who so needed
each other, burning up or already burned out.
We walked over to the several small rooms he had taken on the Wabush
Avenue side of the Auditorium—while Sullivan was still carrying on up in
the tower. It seemed a heart-breaking situation. But I still believed they
would come together. I said so when I left. Worry and disappointment
had already done something to the grand old chief. This was no way of
life for him.
In a short time he was dead.
Some seven years later the Master and I met again. I saw instantly that
he too had gone from bad to worse. The Auditorium management finally
had refused to carry him further in the splendid tower offices, and offered
him two rooms below, near by those Adler had occupied on the Wabash
Avenue front. He accepted them, but later even these were closed to the
Master. On that occasion he had called me over long-distance. Luckily I
was able to reinstate him. But habits engendered by his early life in Paris
had made havoc with him. He had 'gone off', as they say, frightfully.
He was much softened though, and deepened too, I thought. He gently
called me 'Frank'. I loved the way the word came from him. Before that
it had always been * Wright'.
His courage was not gone. No, that would never go. His eyes burned a$
brightly as ever. The old gleam of humour would come into them ami g®*
But his carriage was not the same. The body was disintegrating.	4 f
I remember sitting on his desk noticing that it was uselessly littered
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